THE FAMILY

DT WAS COLD. THE SNOW HAD DRIFTED HIGHER THAN THE
windows, and ravens flapped above the white plain, like
rags of disaster blown by the wind. Maria ordered the serv-
ants to heat the furnace and told her husband to take his
bath. He obeyed her, either because he loved her or because
he, himself, felt that he urgently needed a bath. This hy-
gienic desire proved fatal. For as he left the frame cabin
which served as the master's bathhouse, he was attacked by
Yan-Tura, some man hired by his wife,'who wounded him
with a shot. He let out a fierce groan, and rushed toward the
house. By order of Maria, the door had been barricaded. The
unfortunate husband banged his fists against it, but Yan-
Tura overtook him and finished him with a blow from the
back of a saber.
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